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squat before a pile of faggots, that they have brought
a great distance, almost bent double under their loads, as
you may see them almost anywhere in the country round
the city. Thousands of people were assembled there on
that Sunday morning when I first saw the place, and
the noise was like the voice of a great city of the desert,
Everywhere there was life, real life, sweating under that
fierce sun, and often as beautiful as in the ancient
world. In some of these tiny tents sat men in gorgeous
caftans, selling every sort of apparel, velvet drawers
from the harems of Fez and Mekinez, beautiful soutanes
and swords, and shoes of red or yellow leather, or basins
of burnished brass or tin kettles and hardware from
Europe. Everywhere the water-carriers went about
selling water 'in the name of Allah/ or men almost
overwhelmed by some horrible disease, cripples, blind
people, men in every condition of putrefaction, covered
with sores, begged again in the name of Allah from
those who passed by. A little to one side a noble-
looking old man in soutane and turban, with bare feet
and legs, and beautiful expressive hands, recited to a
listening circle of people the acts of the Prophet Every
now and then he would pause and play a little desert
air, the formless tune of a nomad people, on his tiny
Arab guitar. His face was pure and splendid : he was a
poet. And, indeed, it was Homer that I saw in the midst
of that attentive throng, Homer reciting the ' Wrath of
Achilles' to the people of Chios, in days that we cannot
forget Not far away I found the snake-charmer piping
to his swaying serpents ; and the air he played was sad
and full of the melancholy of the desert, such an air as
Wagner wrote for the shepherd in the third act of
'Tristan und Isolde'; so like it indeed that it is difficult
to believe that he never heard this Arab music,
I heard the same air again in that limitless country